CHAPTER I

This book is the record of a struggle between two tempera-
ments, two consciences and almost two epochs. It ended, as
was inevitable, in disruption. Of the two human beings here
described, one was born to fly backward, the other could not
help being carried forward. There came a time when neither
spoke the same language as the other, or encompassed the same
hopes, or was fortified by the same desires. But, at least, it is
some consolation to the survivor, that neither, to the very last
hour, ceased to respect the other, or to regard him with a sad
indulgence.

The affection of these two persons was assailed by forces in
comparison with which the changes that health or fortune or
place introduce are as nothing. It is a mournful satisfaction, but
yet a satisfaction, that they were both of them able to obey the
law which says that ties of close family relationship must be
honoured and sustained. Had it not been so, this story would
never have been told.

The struggle began soon, yet of course it did not begin in
early infancy. But to familiarize my readers with the conditions
of the two persons (which were unusual) and with the outlines
of their temperaments (which were, perhaps innately, antago-
nistic), it is needful to open with some account of all that I can
truly and independently recollect, as well as with some state-
ments which are, as will be obvious, due to household tradition.

My parents were poor gentlefolks; not young; solitary, sen-
sitive, and although they did not know it, proud. They both
belonged to what is called the Middle Class, and there was this
further resemblance between them that they each descended
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